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Diana's own sitting-room, where she wrote her letters, and
followed out the lines of reading her father had laid down
for her. Mrs. Colwood returned thither; found «Miss
Merton, as it seemed to her, in the act of examining the
letters in Diana's blotting-book; and hastily proposed to
her to take a turn in the garden,
Eanny Merton hesitated, looked at Mrs. Colwood a
moment dubiously, and finally walked up to her.
 *	Oh, I don't care about going out.   It's so cold and
nasty.   And besides I—I want to talk to you/
 *	Miss Mallory thought you might like to see the old
gardens/ said Mrs, Colwood.   ' But if you would rather
not venture out, I'm afraid I must go and write some
letters/
' Why you were writing letters all the morning ! My
fingers would drop off if I was to go on at it like that.
Do you like being a companion ? I should think it was
rather beastly—if you ask me. At home, they did talk
about it for me. But I said, no, thank you ! My own
mistress, if you please 1 *
The speaker sat down by the fire, raised her skirt of
purple cloth, and stretched a pair of shapely feet to the
warmth. Her look was good-humoured and lazy.
11 am yery happy here/ said Mrs. Colwood quietly.
' Miss Mallory is so charming and so kind/
Miss Fanny cleared her throat, poked the fire with the
tip of her shoe, fidgeted with her dress, and finally said
—abruptly—
' I say—have all the people about here called?'
The tone was so low and furtive, |hat Mrs. Colwood,
who had been putting away some embroidery silks which?
had been left on the table by Diana, turned in some
astonishment. She found the girl's eyes fixed upon her,—
eager stad hungry.
'Mfes M&llory has had a great many visitors/—she

